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THE STORY OF 


ABBA 6S. 


++. 


—_—— I H E fun appearing above the herizoa 
Solyman proftrated himfelf in the profoun 

adoration. When he arofe from his devoti 

he advanced towards the Englifh merchant, his 
fellow-traveller, with a look of kindnefs mixed 
with pity and concern. The merchant undet- 
ftond him : but as he was unwilling to contro- 


vert th ciples of his religion, he made no. 
apolo his conduc& during the devotions of 
Solyman. 


The mild morning light which was diffufed 
over the vallies and ftreams, the various beau 
of the meadows, the regular difpofition of bl 
fomed hedge-rows, the foothing murmur of bees 
at their early labour, and the full concert of the 
feathered creation, drew their converfation on 
the univerfal bemeficence of nature. ‘ I feel,’ 
© faid Solyman, a delight, which I can neither 
‘ account for nor defcribe. Thefe mouatains 
‘ gilded with the rays of the orient fun, thofs 








& 
| 








ow peer: eer 


‘4 THR OTORY OF ABBAS, 
om 

* pninted vullies that fhame the rich carpets of 
diftent waters which m with 

* the thifting effulgence of light, the general 

* bufy volee of joy and activity {n the animal 

* creation, confpire to fill my heart with inex- 

* preffible pleafure.’ 

‘ That pleafure,’ replied the merchant, ‘I be- 
‘ lieve proceeds from fympathy : it is fearce 
‘ poffible, unlefs you have fome peculiar caufe 
* of mifery, not to be enaong when you fee eve~ 

ry thing around you happy. On the contrary, 
if you go into the manfions of forrow, it will 
be impoflible to withftand the infection of it. 
The God of nature feems to have given us 
thefe fympathetic feelings, to link our affec— 
tions in the great chain of fociety : hence, fo- 
¢ cial virtue is not left to depend folely on the 
¢ moral will, but is founded on the prineipics 
¢ ef eur nature. 

4 But the abject of your adoration is fo profufe 
¢ of wis Mavours, that 1 (hould now be glad te 
4 Gnd feme convenient fhade. 1 think, 1 difcu- 
¢ vee a weve en the fuuthern declivity of the 
‘ mountain ; let us retire to it during the heat 
‘ of the day.’ *- 

Ab they were advancing tow 
they perceived a beaten path le iretly 
from it to a diftant rivulet; thism im ap- 

ofive that it might be the h 
fome wild bealt, that had woru the 
econftamtiy going to drink at the & 
their Sears werc foun removed upon the 
ance of an aged hermit, advancing flo 
swarde the rivuict with an earthen pitcher/*! At 
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fight of the travellers, he hated te his abade 
with all the fecble precipitaacy of age: they 
agreed not to difturb him, andaaly the ad» 
vaatage of the rock which projeded over his cell 
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= 
to thelter themfelves from the but they 
had not long continued in this fit » before 
the hermit, pereeiving them to be inoffenfive 
travellers, invited them into his cave, 
© You will excafe,’ faid the hoary fage, * the 
caution of years: thefe mountains are not fe~ 
cure from the ravage of human ferocity } and 
thefe grey hairs would be no defence from the 
wanton cruelty of man. I have fuffered fo 
much from my own fpecies, that I have at laft 
forfaken their fociety: I thought ic better ty 
give up the conveniences of it, than to bear 
the evils; and I have long lived in this folita= 
ry cave on nothing more than what unculti- 
vated nature would afford me."—‘ Thofe fuf- 
ferings,’ faid Solyman, * muft indeed have been 
extraordinary, that could make you give up 
one of the greateft advantages of life, the fo= 
cial intercourfe of your fellow-creatures,’—— 
The narratives of age,’ replied the hermit, 
are feldom agreeableto youth ; but as inftruce 
tion can be gained only from experience, you 
will do wifely to learn it from the misfortunes 
of Abbas. 
‘ | was born toa competent fortune in the. 
‘ provineewf Lureftan: but being early left an 
‘ orp any atfairs came under the cognizance 
‘ of ajufticiary court, which the members of it 
‘ calkthe court of equity ; but foequitable were 
é 
‘ 
‘ 
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they with — to me, that they claimed twe 
parts of my little fortune for their care of the 
third.’-— Would to God, that were never the 
cafe in Great Britain!’ interrupted the merchant, 
¢ But procecd.’—=" Though | had fuch an early 
‘4 and convincing proof of the tregthery and ra- 
4 pacity of mankind ; yet, as 1 had Always ex- 
‘ creifed the benevolent virtues myfelf, I could 
. 2 4 
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got thinMerhers tetally devoid of them * and 
@t my three and twenticth year being inclined 
to travel, I witbeut fcruple entrufted the re— 
mains of my fortane with a perfon whom I had 
jong known and re(petted ; a perfon, Holy A}- 
lah! whe lifted his bands to thee ; but I had 
not been abfeat from Lureftan more than three 
moons, when he pfetended a commiffion to 
difpofe ef my eficé&s, and immediately Iecft 
the place. Upon my retarn therefore to the 
province, I found neither friend nor fortune ; 
and being bred to no bufinefs, | was reduced 
to the moft diftrefsful ftate of indigence. [I 
applied however, not without hopes of redrefs 
or relief, to a perfon of power and eminence, 
whem I had often heard {peak of his friendfhip 
with my father. After jong and rrequent at— 
tendance, 1 was admiited to an interview. 5 
laid open my diftrefs to him with that kind of 
eloquence which the miferies we fuffer from 
the treachery of others always fuggelt ; and 
which, however umaffeGing it may be to in- 
diferent perfons, uttera it’s complaints with 
dignity ©. wm Meg I was heard half way 
through my ftory, and difmiffed with the fol- 


lowing reply: ‘ lt is not neceflary, young 


‘“ man, to proceed with your complaints; 1 per— 
‘© eeive you have been abufed, and I ain forry 
‘© for you. But that {hall not be the only proof 


of my regard for you ; I will give you a little 


“< advice : you fhould never depend fo much on 
«“ the beaevolence or integrity of any human 


“6 
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being as.to traf him with your fortune or your 
life.’ Thus ended my hopes from she friend 
of my father; whofe benevelence extended no 
farther, than to inftruct me baw 4o fecure the 
fortune that was ftelen, and te preferve tbe 
kife which I wished to lofe. 
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———— 
Soeeneennll 


€ I had now no choice, but to enterfas a com- 
mon foldier, into the army of the Sophi. I 
had always delighted in martial exercifes, and 
was expert in the ufe of arms: my dexterity 
and addrefs drew upon me the attention of my 
officers ; and, in a fho.i t:me, I obtained a 
fmall commiffion. I had now a)moft forgot 
my miferies, and embraced my new fituation 
with cheerfulnefs and hope ; but fortune, who 
had for a while ceafed to perfeeute me as be- 
low her notice, as if fhe had been indignant at 
my fatisfaction, and jealous of my profpeds, 
now renewed and redoubled her feverity. 

‘ My commanding officer had a daughter of 
extraordinary beauty, and an uncommon ca- 
pacity. Zara was the object of univerfal ad- 
miration ; but fhe had fet her heart oa the un— 


fortunate Abbas. The firft moment I be- 


held her, I difcovered in her looks the moft 
tender and affectionate regard for me, which 
| imputed to her compaflion for my misfor— 
tunes ; though at the fame time I wifhed, 
without knowing why, that it might proceed 
from anether caufe. She afked mé for the flo- 
ry of my life; I told it in the plainett and 
moft pathetic manner; yet, when | had finifh— 
ed, fhe defired me to repeat it. From this 
moment I had dene with peace; her infectious 
tendernefs had fuch an influence upon my 
heart, that I could think of nethiag bat Zara; 
without Zara I was.miferable. A theufand 
times did I flatter myfelf, that there was fome- 
thing more than mere compaffion in her look 
and maaner ; and not many days had paffed, 
before I was. convinced of the dear fatal truth 
from this legter: 
‘ . & . 
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i’ " 
“& To ABBAS. ¢ 
é 
« Y ‘ 
7 OUR merit and your fufferings have a ‘ 
“ claim to fomething more than compaffion : to 
“¢ efpoufe the caufe of Abbas, is to difcharge a ( 
“ duty which virtue cannot difpenfe with. Meet 
*¢ me on the parade this evening, and you fhall ) 


““ know more of the fentiments of 


es Jaga.” 


‘ The emotions I felt on the receipt of this 
letter, can only be cohceived by thofe who, in 
the midft of defpairing love, have beheld a 
gleam of hope. The tumult of my heart hur- 
ried me to the place appointed, long before 
the time: I malleed backward and torward in 
the utmoft confufion, totally regardiefs of eve- 
ry object about me; fometimes railing my 
hands and eyes in the fudden effulions of tran- 
{port, and fometimes fmiling with the com- 
placency of delight. 

* At lengththe day departed, and Zara came, 
My heart bounded at her fight: I was unable 
to fpeak, and threw my felf at her feet. She was 
alarmed at my exceflive earneftnefs and con- 
fufion; but commanding me to rife, * Abbas,”’ 
faid fhe, ‘‘ if your confulton proceeds from your 
““ modeft gratitude, rettrain it, till you find 
‘© whether | am able to ferve you; if it arife 
*¢ from any other caufe, 1 muft leave you this 
‘* moment.”’ [ entreated fhe would tell me, 
‘to what I was indebted for the happine{fs of 
‘ this interview, and I would be calm and at- 
* teptive.” ** My regard for your merit, and my 
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> and 
“ eornpaffien for your fafferings,’’ faid the, 
“ make me with to ferve you. Tell me Abbas, 
“ can I affift you through the intereft of my fa- 
“6 ther ?” I faultered out my acknowledg : 
* telling her, that to her I muft owe all my. 
‘ hopes of Future happinefs. . 
‘ She left me immediately without reply. 
The fingularity of my behaviour on ¢ 
parade before the coming of Zara, had 
drawn upon me the attention of an officer 
who was fecretly her admirer, and whe, 
either through curiofity, or fufpicion, thou 
unobferved by me, had waited at a conveni- 
ent diftance to watch my motions. No fooner 
did he percerve the approach of Zara, than, 
as well to gratify his revenge, as to ingratiate 
himfelf with her father, he immediately told 
him of eur interview. 
‘ Zara, ignorant of what bad pafled, with 
her ufual freedom and good-nature, began to 
exprefs her compaflien for the misfortunes of 
Abbas, talked of his merits, and wifhed to fee 
him preferred. The old genera) who was na- 
turally jealous and impetuoas, exclaimed, 
with a burft of indignation, “* Yes I thal) pre- 
fer hime!’ Early the next morning he fent me 
my difeharge 3; and while { was gazing ia ftu- 
pid aftonifhment upon my general's letter, a 
youth, mafked, brought me a fmall cafket with 
letter from Zara, which, to the beft of my re- 
raembrance, was as follows: 
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(S +o ABBAS. 


os By fome unlucky cireumftance, which I 
‘© do not now underftand, inftead of promoting 
“¢ you, L have been the caufe of your difmiflion. 
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= 
«¢ The bearer, who brings you a fmall caket of 
“© jewels for your fapport, has my commands to 
* condu& you the thors way overthe moun- 
** tains: follow him immediately, left the rage 
°° of jealoufy meditate new periecntions. He 
“¢ wears a mafk, that he may not be taken no- 
* tice of as one of the general's domeftics : his 
€ attachment to me will make him faithful to 


“¢ you. Time may bring about happier events. 
“ Adicu, adieu! 


 ZaRa.”? 


€ In the anguifh and confufion of my heart, I 
© followed my guide, without knowing whither 
‘ he was leading me, or what I was about to do. 
¢, 1 vented my grief in broken ejaculations, fre—- 
€ guently calling upon the name of Bara, bat 
© mot once addrgikng mvfelf to my attendan:. 
© By the evening of the fecond dav, we had ad— 
© wancedgforty miles foathward froin the previnee 
© of Lureftan ; when—how fhall I relate the laft 
‘ horrid fcene of my miferies !—pardon me !— 
© thefe aged eyes have yet a tear Icft, yet a tear 
‘ for the memory of Zara!—we were attacked 
¢ by a band of robbers. My guide was Zara! in 
© her fright fhe threw eff her maftk, and cried, 
“<-Zara !*? Love, rage, fear, and vengeance, 
¢ gave me fupernatural ftrengih: three of the 
¢ willains fell by my fabre ; a fourth difarmed 
‘ me; and the reit of the gang carried off Zara.’ 

At this crifis of his ftory, the {pirits of the 
aged hermit were exhaufted by their own vio— 
lence ; and it was fome time before he could 


proceed. 


¢ You have now,’ continued he, ‘ heard the 


¢ gompiction of aay misfortunes. When ! was . 
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= 
recov ered of the wounds I had received, ¥ fpent . 
feme months in the fruitlefs fearch of Zara: 
at laft, defpairing to gain any intelligence of 
her, I tranf{mitted an account of the affair to 
her father 5 net without hope, that his power, 
or his wéalth, might be a means of finding her 
out, and redeeming her 5 but I was deceived; 
and had foon the mortification to hear, that 
the unnatural wretch exulted in our misfor- 
tunes, and uttered the moft dreadful impreca~ 
tions on his only child. 

‘ Deprived of hope, and dejected with melan- 

‘ choly, I could ne logger bear the fociety of 
‘ mankind: I therefagg betook myfelf to thefe 

‘ folitary mountains, aon this cell has been 
‘ my habitation for years, that have pafled away 
e 
is 
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in unvaried forrow ; and where you are the 

firft of human beings that have heard me tell 

my tale.’ , 

Solyman expatiated on the fufferings of Abbas 
with the moft tender fenfibility, and inveighed 
againft the bafenefs of mankind with all the rage 
of honeft refentment. ‘ Surely,’ faid he to the 
merchant, ¢ man is the vileft of all creatures! in 
‘ proportion as he excels them in reafon, he ex- 
ceeds them in the ability to do mifchief ; and. 
being equally cruel, the mifchiefhe does reg~ - 
ders him more deteftable. Sacred Mithre? 
why doft thou lend thy light to the villain and 
the tyrant? Were it not for the enjoyment of 
your company, my friend, I fhould have few 
inducements to go farther from the valley of 
Irwan ; for poffibly te fee more of human lifé 
is only to know more of its crimes and mife- 
ries.’ 

‘ From the complicated diftrefles of one per— 
fon,’ replied the merchant, ‘ you draw a par~ 
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© tial ismage of the life of man. But the daydee 
6 chines: let us haften over thefe mounteaima, - 
¢ that we may repofe at night in fome village 
© she valicy.” 7 
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Taz JOURNEY or a DAY. 
‘“ ° 


+> 








BIDAH, the fon of Azgwsrwa, left the ca~- 
ravanfera carly in the morning, and purfoed his | 
journey through the plains of Indoftah. He was 
frefh and vigorous with reft ; he was animated 
with hope ; he was incited by defire ; he walk- 
ed fwiftly forward over the vallies, and faw the 
hills gradually rifing before him. As he paffed 
along, his ears were delighted with the morning 
fong of the Bird of Paradife : he was fanned b 
the laft flutters of the finking breeze, and ’ 
led with dew by groves of fpices. He fometi 
a the towering height of the oak, 
monarch of the hills; and fometimes nee 5, ae 
the gentle fragrance of the primrofe, ¢ ~~ 
daughter of the {pring : All his fenfes were gra- @ 
tified, and all care was banifhed from his heart. 

Thus he went on, till the fun approached his 
meridian, and the increafing heat preyed upon 
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t4 OBIDAR, OR THE 

his ftrength. He then looked round about him 
for fome more commodious path. He faw, on 
his right hand, a grove that feemed to wave its 
fhades as a fign of invitation : He entered it, and 
found the coolnefs and verdure irrefiftibly plea- 
fant. He did not, however, forget whither he 
was travelling ; but found a narrow way, bor- 
dered with flowers, which appeared to have the 
fame direction with the main road; and was 
pleafed that, by this happy experiment, he 
had found means to unite pleafure with buli- 
nefs, and to gain the rewards of diligence with 
out fuifering its fatigues. He therefore ftill 
continued to walk for a time, without the leaft 
rcmiflion of his ardour, except that he was fume- 
times tempted to ftop by the mufic of the birds, 
whom the heat had affembled in the fhade ; and 
fometimes amufed himfelf with plucking the 
flowers thal covered the banks on either fide, or 
the fruits that hung upon the branches. At lait 
the green path began tu decline from its firft 
tendency, and to wind among hills and thick- 
ets, cooled with fountains, and murmuring 
with waterfalls. Here Osipan paufed for a 
time, and began to. confider whether it were 
Jonger fafe to forfake the known and commen 
track: but remembring that tbe heat was now in 
its greateft violence, and that the plain was dufty 
and uneven, he refolved to purfue the new path, 
which he fuppofed only to make a few meanders, 
in compliance with the varieties of the ground, 
and to end at laft ip the common road. 

Having thus calmed his folicitude, he renew- 
ed his pace, trough be fufpected-that he was 
not gaining ground. This uneafingfsof his mind 
inclined him to Jay hold on every pew object, 
and give way to every fenfation that might 
fuoihe abd diverthim, He liftened toevery echo; 















































JOURNEY OF A DAY. 58 
he mounted every hill for a freth profpect ; he 
turned afide to every cafcade ; and pleafed hin 
felf with tracing the courfe of a gentle river that 
rolled among the trees, and watered a large re- 
gion with innumerable circuinvolutions. In 
thefe amufements the hours pafled away uo— 
counted : his deviations had perplexed his me- 
mory, and he knew not to what point to travel. 
He ftvod penfive and confufed: afra‘d to go 
forward lef& he fhould go wrong, yet confcious 
that the time of luitering was now pitt. 

While he was thus tortured with uncertainty, 
the fky was overfpread with clouds, the day va- 
nifhed from before him, and a fudden tempeft ga- 
thered round his head. He was now rouzed by 
his danger to a quick and painful remembrance 
of his folly : he now faw how happinefs is lot 
when eafe is confulted; he lamented the un- 
manly impatience that pronpted him to feek 
fhelter in the grove, and defpifed the petty cu~ 
riofity that led him on from trifle to trifle. 

While he was thus reflecting, the air grew 
blacker, and a clap of thandes broke his medita- 
tion. He now refolwved to du what remained yet 
in his power: to tread back the ground which he 
had paffed, and try to find fome iffue where the: 
wood might open into the plain. He prottrated 
himfelf on the ground, and commended his life 
to the Lory or Nature. He rofe with confi- 
dence and tranquility, and prefled on with his 
fabre in his hand; for the beafts of the defart 
were in motion, andon every hand were heard 
the mingled howls of rage and fear, and ravage 
aid expiration: all the horrors of darknefs and 
folitude furronnded him; the winds roared in 
ver woods, and the torrents tumbled from the 
hills. 
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W ork'd into fadden rage by wintry fhowers, 
Down the fteep hill the roaring torrent pours ; 
The mountain-fhepherds hear the diftant noife. 


Thus forlern and diftreffed, he wandered 
through the wild without knowing whither he 
was going, or whether he was every moment 
drawing nearer to fafety -or to deftruGion. At 
length, not fear, but labour, began to overcome 
him : his breath grew fhort, his knees trembled, 
and he was on the point of lying down in refign- 
ation to his fate, when he beheld through the 
brambles the glimmer ofataper. He advanced 
toward the light; and, finding that it proceeded 
from the cottage of a hermit, he called humbly 
at the door, and obtained admiffion. 

The old man fet before him fuch provifions as 
he had co!lected for himfelf, on which Os1pau 
fed with ecagernefs and gratitude. When the 
repaft was over, ** Tell me,” faid the hermit, 
“ by what chance thou haft been brought hither? 
*“ I have been now twenty years an inbabitant 
“C of the wildernefs, in which I never faw aman 
*€ before.” Oxsipan then related the occur— 
rences of his journey, without any concealment 
or pailiation. 

“ Son,’ taid the hermit, ‘ let the errors and 
follies, the dangers and efcape of this day, fink 
deep inio thy heart. Remember, my fon, that 
human life is the Journey of a Day. We rife 
in the morning of youth, full of vigour, and 
full of expectation. We fet forward with 
fpirit and hope, with gaiety and with diligence, 
and travel on awhile in the ftraight road of pie- 
ty towards the manfions of reft. In a fhort 
time we remit our fervour, and endeavour to 


“find fome mitigation of our duty, and fome 
. 
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JOURMEY OF A DAY. 
== 
more eafy means of obtaining the fame end. 
We then relax our vigour, and refolve no 
longer te be terrified with crimes at a diftance ; 
but rely upoa our ewn conftancy, and venture 
to approach what we refolve never to touch. 
We thus enter the bowers of eafe, and repofe 
in the fhades of fecurtty. Here the heart foft- 
ens, and vigilance fubfides. We are then 
willing to enquire whether another advance 
cannot be made, and whether we may not at 
leaft turn our eyes upon the gardens of plea— 
fure. We approach them with fcruple and he- 
fitation. We enter them, but enter timo- 
rous and trembling, and always hope to pafs 
through them without lofing the road of virtue, 
which we for awhile keep in our fight, and to 
which we propofe toreturn. But temptation 
fucceeds temptation, and one compsiance pre- 
pares ws for another. We in time lofe the 
happinefs of innocence, and folace our difquiet 
with fenfual gratifications. By degrees we 
Jet fall the remembrance of our original inteh- 
tion, and quit the only adequate object of ra— 
tional defire. We entangle ourfelves in bufi- 
nefs, immerge ourfelves in luxury, and rove 
th:rsugh the labyrinths of inconftancy, ull the 
darkneis of old age begins to invade us, | 
difeafe and anxiety obftrud@t our way. 
then look back upon our lives with horrer, 
with f orrow, with repentance ; and wilh, bat 
too ofien vainly wish, that we had not for- 
faken the way of virtue. Happy are they, my 
fon, who fhall learn, from thy example, not 
to defpair ; but fhall remember, that though 
the day is paft, and their ftrength is wafted, 
there yet remains one effort tu be made ; that 
reformation is acver hopelefs, nor fincere en- 
B2 ' 
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deavours ever unaflifted ; that the wanderer 
may at length return after all his errors; and 
that he who implores ftrength and courage 
from above, fhall find danger and difficulty 
give way before him. Go now, my fon, to 
thy repofe. Commit thyfelf'to thy care of 
Omnipotence ; and, when the merning calls 


again to toil, begin anew thy journey and thy 
life.’ 


aA ae nnenreanar 


S. Fehnfon, 
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WILLIAM ayndD MARGARET. 
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3” | ‘ 
o_o at the filent folemn hour, 
When night and morning g meet, 
In glided MARGARET'S gr imly shot, 
And ftood at WiLLiam’s feet. 


Her face was like an April morn, 
Clad in a wintry cloud ; 

And clay-celd was the lily hand 
That held her fable fhroud. 


G So fhall the faireft face appear, 


When youth and years are flown 5 
Such is the robe that kings muft wear 
When Death has ’reft their crown. 


- 


Her bloom was like the fpringing flow’ 
That fips the filver dew ; 

The rofe was budded in her cheek, 
— Jutt op’ning to the view : 


But Love had, like the canker-worm, 
Confum’d her early prime : 
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The rofe,grew pa'e, and left her cheek— 
She dy’d before her time. | 
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** Awake !"’ fhe cried; “ thy true love calls, 
** Come from her midnight grave ; 

6¢ Now let thy pity hear.the maid ; 
*¢ Thy love refus’d to fave. ° 


* 


~~ 
— 
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«¢ This is the dumb and dreary hour 
*¢ When injur’d ghofts complain ; 

© When yawning graves give up their dead, 
“¢ To haunt the faithlefs fwain. 


** Bethink thee, Witviam, of thy fault, 

‘¢ Thy pledge and broken oath ; F 
And give me back my maiden-vow, ) 

‘© And give me back my troth. 


*« Why did you promife love to me, 
“ And not that promife keep? 
«& Why did you fay my eyes were bright, - 
“© Yet leave thofe eyes to weep? 


& Bow could you fay my face was fair, 
“ And yet that face forfake ? 

« How could you win my virgin heart, 
6 Yet leave that beart to break ? 


% ¢¢ Why did you fay my lip was fweet, 
‘© And made the {Carlet pale ? 

« And why did I, young witlefs maid ! 
“© Believe the flattering tale? 


« That face, alas! no more is fair, 
‘¢ Thofe lips no longer red: ¢ 4 
“« Dark are my eyes, now clos’d in death, ‘ 
‘© And ev’ry charm is fled. 
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“ The hungry worm tmy fifter is ; 
“ The winding theet 1 wear ; 
. ** Apd cold and weary lafts our night, 
. ‘¢ Till the laft morn appear. 


‘¢ But, hark! the cock has warn’d me hence: 
" « A long and late adieu ! | 
, “© Come fee, falfe man ! how low fhe lies 
‘© Who dy’d for love of you.”’ 


The lark fung loud, the morning fmil’d * 
| In beams of rofy red: | 
. o. Pale Wiratam quak’d in every limb, 

And ravi | his bed. 


He hied him to the fatal place 
Where Maroarst’s body lay, 

And ftretch’d him on the green-grafe turf 
That wrapt her breathiefs clay. 


And thrice he €3})°d on Maroansrt’s name, 
And thrice he wept fall fore ; 
Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 
And word fpake never more. 
Mallet. 
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COMPLAYIYNT or ADAM, 


[ On being expelled Puradifee) 
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Axo muft I go )—and muft I be no more 
¢ tenaut of this happy ground ? 


Can no referves of pity me reftore ? 

Can ne atonement for my ftay compound ? 
All the righ odours that here grow I'd give 
To heav'n in incenfe, might I here but live ; 
Or, if it be a grace tvo high 
To dive i let me here but die. 


Fair plac®! thy fweets I juft began to know, 
And muft [deave thee now ayain ? 

4h! why-Moes heav’n fuch fhort-liv’d b ifs be- 

ftoty:? 

A tafte of pleafure, but full draughts of pain. 

Tafk not to be chef in this bleft ftate ; 

Let heav’n fome other for that place cseate : 

So ’tis in Eden, let me here but have 

An under-gardener’s place—’tis all I crave. 
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But ‘twill not do, I fee— I muft atva 

My feet prophane the facred groun 
Stay then, bright minifter, one minute flay ; 

Let me in Eden take one farewell round : 
Let me go gather but one fra,rant bough, 
Which as a relic ' may keep, and fhew. 
Fear not the tree of life—it were 
A curfe to be immortal, and not here. 


*Tisdone. Now farewell, thou moft happy place: 
Farewell, ye ftreams that fottly creep ; 

I ne’er again in you fhall view my face. 
Farewell, ye bowers; in you I ne’er fhall 

fleep. 

Farewell, ye trees; ye flowery beds, farewell ; 

You ne’er will blefs my taite, nor you my fmell. 

Farewell, thou Guardian divine 

To thee my happy rival I refign, 


O whither now, whither fhall I repair, .4 * 
Exil’d trom this angelic coaft ? 

There’s nothing left that’s pleafant, goed er-fairg 
The wérld can’t recompence for Eden Joft, 

Tis true, lve here an univeifal fway ; 

The cnratures me as their chief lord obey ‘ 

But yet the world, though all my fear, 


Cun’t make me happy, tho’ it make me greats a . 


Had I loft lefler, and but feeming blifs, a 
Keafon my forrows might reli¢ve ; 

But when the lofs great and fubftantial is, 
To think is but to fee good caufe to grieve, 

*Tis well I’m mortal—well | fhortly muft 

Loofe a\] the theughts of Eden in the Juf. 

Senfeltefs and thoughtlefs now I'd be: 

I'd lofe even myfelt, Since l've loft thee. 
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WOUNDED FAWN. 





ee i HE wanton troopers, riding by, 
| -\ — Have fhot my fawn, and it willdie. 

Ungentle men! they cannot thrive 
Who kill’d thee : thou ne’er didft, alive, 
Them any harm ; alas! nor could 
Thy death yet do them any good. 
I’m fure I never wifh’d them ill ; 
Nor do I for all this—nor wil) :— 
But if my fimple prayers may yet 
Prevail with Heaven to forget 
Thy murder, I will join my tears 
Rather than fail. But, O my fears! 
It cannot die fo: Heaven's King .° 
Keeps regifter of every thing ; 
And nothing we may ufe in vain, 
Ev’n beafts with juftice muft be flain, 
Elfe men are made their deodands. - 
Though they fhould wash their guilty hands 
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{n this warm life-bloag; which doth part 
From thine, and wound me to the heart ! 
Yet could they not be clean: their ftain 
Is dy’d is fuch a purple grain. 
There is not fuch another in 
The world, to offer for their fin. 


Inconftant Sytvie, when yet 
I had not found him counterfeit, 
One morning (I remember eee 
Ty’d in this filver chain and bel}, 
Gave itto me; nay, and I know 
W hat he then faid, I’m fure I do. 
Said he, ** Look how your huntf{man here 
‘¢ Hath taught a fawn to hunt his dear.”’ 
But Sytvio foon had me beguil’d : 
This waxed tame, while he grew wild; 
And, quite regardlefs of my fmart, 
Left me his fawn, but took his heart. 


Thenceforth I fet my felf to play 
My folitary time away 
W ith this ; and, very well content, 
Could fo mine idle life have {pent : 
For it wasfull of fport, and light 
Of foot and heart, and did invite 
Me to its game: it feem’d to blefs 
Itfelf in me: how could I lefs 
Than love it? OI cannot be 
Unkind t’ a beaft that loveth me! 
Had it liv’d long, I do not know 
Whether it too might have done fv 
As Sytvio did: his gifts might be, 
Perhaps, as talfe, or more than he. 
But lamdure, for aught that | 
Could in fo fhort a time efpy, 


No. V. 
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Thy love was far more conftant than ’ 
The love of falfe and cruel man. 


With fweetcft milk and fugar firftt 
[Tit with my own fingers nurft ; 
And as it grew, fo ev'ry day 
It wax'd more white and fweet than they. 
Ithad fo fweeta breath! and oft’ i 
It blufh’d to fee its foot more foft 
And white than—{hall I fay my hand ? 
Nay, any lady’s of the land. 
It isa wondrous thing, how fleet 
>Twas on thofe little filver feet ! 
With what a pretty fkippivg grace 
It oft would challenge me the race! 
And when *t had left me far away, 
*Twould ftay, and runagain, and ftay: 
For it was nimbler much than hinds, 
And trod as if on the four winds. 


— 


I have a garden of my own, 
But fo with rofes overgrown, 
And lilies, that you would it guefs 
To be a little wildernefs ; 
And all the fpring-time of the year 
Jc only loved to be there. 
Among the bed of lilies, I 
Have fought it oft, where it fhould lie; 
Yet cuuld not, till itfelf fhould rife, 
Find it, although before my eyes: 
For, in the flaxen lillies’ fhade, 
It like a band of lilies laid. 
Upon the rofes it would feed, 
Until its lips e’en feem’d to bleed ; 
And then to me would boldly trip, 
And priut thofe rofes on my lip. 
But all its chiefdelight was ftiil 
Oa rofes thus itfelf to fill, 
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And its pure virgin limbs to fold 

In whiteft fheets of lilies cold. 

Had it liv’d long ; it would have beer, 
Lilies without, Rofes within. 


O help! Ohelp! I fee it faint! 
And die—as calmly asa faint. 
See how it weeps! the tears do come 
Sad flowly dropping, like a gum. 
So weeps the wounded baliam ; fo 
The holy frankincenfe doth flow : 
The brotherlefs Heliades 
Melt in fuch amber tears as thefe, 
1, in a golden phial, will 
Keep thefe two cryftals tears, and fil) 
It till it overflow with mine; 


Then place it in Diana’s fhrine. 


Now my fweet Fawn is vanifh'd to 
Whither the fwans and turtles go ; 
In fair Elyfium, to endure 
W ith milk-white lambs, and ermines pure. 
O do not run too faft! for I 
W ill but befpeak thy grave, and die. 


Firft, my unhappy ftatue fhall 
Be cut in marble; and, withal, 
Let it be weeping too but there 
Th’ engraver fure his art my fpare! 
For | fo truly thee bemoan, 
That I fhall weep though I be ftone; 
Until my tears, ftill dropping, wear 
My breatt, themfelves engraving there, 
There at my feet fhalt thou be laid, 
Of pureft alabafter made : 
For I would have thine image be 
White as | can—though not as thee. “ 

Andrew Marvel, « 

















